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Her mother hesitated, searching the girl's face, alarmed
but wishing to discover reassurance in it.
"Then remember that it is the real world," she said.
"And in the real world a penniless widow needs a back-
ground.*'
"A background?"
"Ah, Julie, do not pretend to misunderstand me. What
else can you do—be a secretary? A governess? You would
despise that. You cannot live here, a single woman, for
ever. And if your step-father should die and Allard
succeed to Enkendaal—besides," she added, softening her
voice, "there is no reason that you should not some day be
happy again."
"Or make you happy again," Julie said, stung to bitter-
ness by the nagging futility of the scene she had passed
through.
Her mother rose beside her. They stood facing each
other, while the cat still fawned upon their shoes.
"You are a fool," the Baroness declared, her tone rough
and stifled. "You are the kind of fool that will not know
herself. Have you the idea in your head that your marriage
was all of my making? You were ready enough to take the
profits while they lasted."
Julie was silent.
"You think you were a child, coerced," her mother
exclaimed, shaking with indignation now as she had long
ago over the stubbornness of a pupil, and breaking away,
in her anger, from the control she had by careful training
imposed upon her voice. "You tell yourself that now—to
flatter your romantic vanity; but the truth is	"
"I was not coerced," Julie answered quietly. "But I
was a child."
"Child or no child, coercion or not, you would do it
again," the Baroness cried. "You mil do it again when I
have prepared the way. There is nothing else you can do.
And when you want a new lover, you will blame me for
having forced you into a rich marriage. And be glad to
blame me. And be glad to blame me!" she repeated.
She walked across the room to the window and looked

